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Crashed now together on ruin ; and through that cry
And higher above it ceasing one man's note
Tore its way like a trumpet: Charge, make end,
Qiarge, halt not, strike, rend up their strength by the

roots.
Strike,  break  them,  make your  birthright's promise

sure,                                                              I$2Q

Show your hearts hardier than the fenced land breeds
And souls breathed in you from no spirit of earth,
Sons of the seds waves ; and all ears that heard
Rang with that fiery cry, that the fine air
Thereat was fired, and kindling filled the plain
Full of that fierce and trumpet-quenching breath
That spake the clarions silent; no glad song
For folk to hear that wist how dire a God
Begat this peril to them, what strong race           1529

Fathered the sea-born tongue that sang them death,
Threatening; so raged through the red foam of fight
Poseidon's son Eumolpus ; and the war
Quailed round him coming, and our side bore back,
As a stream thwarted by the wind and sea
That meet it midway mouth to mouth, and beat
The flood back of its issue ; but the king